'We get out here,5 said Beghin.

It was a warm night, but as I stood on the damp cobbles
I shivered. It may have been excitement, but I think that
it was fear. There was something eerie about those blank
walls.

Beghin touched me on the arm.

'Come on, Vadassy, a little walk now.'

Ahead of us the Inspector and three other men were
standing waiting.

'It's very quiet/ I said.

He grunted. 'What do you expect at this time of the night
among a lot of warehouses? Stay in the rear with Henri
and don't make a noise.'

He joined the Inspector and the three men fell in
behind him. Henri and I brought up the rear. The drivers
remained at their posts.

At the end of the walls we turned into a street that
twisted out of sight a few metres farther down. On the
right-hand side was the end wall of the warehouse along-
side which the cars were drawn up. On the left was a
row of old houses. They were three storeys high and
mostly in darkness. Here and there, however, slits of light
gleamed through closed shutters. The moon cast indeter-
minate pools of shadow along the cracked stucco walls*
Somewhere, in one of the upper rooms, a radio was
croaking out a tango.

'What happens now?' I asked.

'We just pay a call,' whispered Henri. 'It'll be quite
polite. Keep your mouth shut now or I'll get into trouble.
We're getting close.5

The street had narrowed still more. As we rounded
the bend I felt the cobbles begin to slope downwards.
Dimly, I could see that there were once more high blank
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